Renounce all ladies and love's knightly fashion,
to give desire's hot cavalry the rein,
and, like a wastrel, whom no laws restrain
with the first comer satisfy my passion?
Ah I that's not love, but fears that faintly ration
the heart whose feeble compass they disdain,
for had you ever known the authentic pain
your soul had bubbled in the heats 'twould smash on,
In fear of your own shadow in all places
in longing, rage and terror you would stumble
after the doubts your jealous fears provoke*
Love does not gallop but moves with even paces,
nor with the courtier's mincing step, that symbol
of little fire with a cloud of smoke*